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TOM CAT 



THIS SEAL OP APPROVAL APPEARS ONLY ON COMIC MAGAZINES WHICH HAVE BEEN CAMJHJLLT ,R£V*WSB, PMOt TO 
PUBLICATION BT THE COMICS CODE AUTHORITY, AND FOUND TO HAVE MET THE HIGH STANDARDS Of MORALITY AND 
GOOD TASTE REQUIRED BY THE CODE. THE CODE AUTHORITY OPERATES APART FROM ANY INDIVIDUAL PUHiSHf* AND EX- 
ERCISES INDEPENDENT JUDGMENT WITH RESPECT TO CODE-COMPLIANCE A COMIC MAGAZINE BEAMING ITS SEAL IS 
YOUR ASSURANCE OP GOOD READING AND PICTORIAL MATTER. 




_ ND WERE DO YOU THINK. TOM CAT'S FOOTBALL 
CAREER STARTED? GUESS AGAIN.' IT STARTED 
ON THE £4, OOP HERRING- BONES SHOW.. 




HpAM - - FELINE VOL! / HE MUST BE SO 
EXCITED , HE SWITCHED THE WORDS 
AROUND.' IT'S SOU FELINE HE /MEANT 
TO SAY... FELINE MEANS CAT... SO By 
SOU FELINE, HE MEANS/Wfiy LEMME 
SEE--! GOT LOST ONCE WHEN I 
WAS ONE SEAR OLD...AND MY MOV\ 
FOUNDED ME 
THS SAME YEAR! 
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I BUT OF COURSE/ WHAT ELSE COULD 
' IT yWEAW WHEN OUR QUESTIOW - 
THINKER- UPPER IS A GRADUATE T" 
OFTHATSREAT SCHOOL/ / 



*ATER, AT THE MEETING OF THE BOARD 
OF TRUSTEES OF f*>u auessBD irj FELINE U.... 



GENTLEMEN--OUROUTLOOK IS HOPE- 
LESS/ MR. SKINFLINT McTAVISH, THE 
BILLIONAIRE AIRPLANE MANUFACTURER, 
HAS PROMISED TO GIVE US THE MONEY 
WENEEDTOPAWTHEMORTGAGE... 
BUT ONLY IF..... 
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WHAT IS THIS? 
I DIDW'TCOME I NEEDS VOU .' \ 

HERE TO LEARN /WHERE'S VOUR 




I'M HERE TO LEARW ENOUGH TO VJIW THOSE 

JS4.000 HERRING BOWES... FOR NOTHIU' ELSS 

-j__AND NOTHING'S. GOUWA STAND IN MV WAV.' 
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LOOK (ST THAT. TOM OAT 
RUH VJITH THE BAU,™ 
RIGHT THROUGH THE 
*IMOlE TEAM.' 



H6SP. WMZZlMG -WO*f.' AH H£ 
HAS 10 DO IS RUhl THROUGH 
THE CAHIHETECH TEAM 1HAT 
WAY... AND <WFU. VJiM FOR 
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FE>WMINUTES LWER-- IT'S CAMINE TECH'S 
ALl/ FIRST DOWN--THSH YARPSTOGQ... 
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SORRY, TOM CAT- 
SOU LOSE.' VJE HAD 
TO DISQUALIFY YOU/ 


\\WHAT? EVERYBODY SAW 
) ME SAIL CLEAR OYER 
/ THAT BAR .' YA CAN'T DIS- 
V^^3UALIFY ME/xj— -J* 
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SUT >+JE HAD TO, 
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I ACTER ALL , ^ 






THIS IS THE H 
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...AMD YOU FORGOT 
USE THE FOLE VJHEU 
.YOU JUMPED. 
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AW GOSH-- SWHO SA/ANTSA 
fAO^J THIS OLE LAWW 
ANY WAY 
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I BETCHA YOU KNOW A MILLION 
EASY WAYS. TO MOW A LAWN ... 
HUH, ATOMIC MOUSE'S 
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Vra* ear vs. vouf 
«*», we *r#e +9*8 
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HERE I AM. POLLV PAMP.' 
HOPE *3U'RE READY 
TOR THE SHELLACKlM' 
OP VOIR UPS. 



THE KID'S STM.LIU' --SHE 
WANTS TO HOLD ONTO THE 
CHAMPIONSHIP FOR A, 
PEW MORE MINUTES/ 
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CAGE TO SEE OWE OF ) I - 1 GUESS 
MV SERVES WOW * /!< shudder I 
MIGHT AS >t/EU 
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Ambitious 




llOWLEY CAT had had one great, burn- 
ing ambition ever since he was only a 
little, fluffy kitten. He wanted to get on tele- 
vision and be a great star like Arthur Goatfry, 
Mtlton Bear, Jack Bunny and Waltei Weasel. 

"Golly, Daddy, I'm going to make a lot of 
money and then you and Mommy won't ever 
have to work any more,' declared young How- 
ley. 

"That's a noble ambition, Son," responded 
Mr Cat "I'm getting a little old, I'll admit. 
My bones begin to creak from putting in such 
long hours and the night work is especially 
hard on me. 1 have always looked torward to 
the day when you would take ovei my business 
for me." 

Mr. Cat owned The Miserable Rodent Ex- 
terminating Company. Business had been 
rather poor lately because so many rodents 
objected to being exterminated. Mr. Cat had 
often told himself, "What this company needs 
is some young blood,' and he regarded his 
son, Howley Cat, as just the fellow to put 
new, youthful vigoi into the concern. 

But young Howley had different ideas. 
"Golly, Daddy," he said, "your busines* is 
all right and I've got nothing against it How- 
ever, I have planned my career in a different 
field." 

"And what's that?" 

"I'm going to be a TV star!" 

Mr. Cat stroked his chin whiskers thought- 
fully. "I don't want to stand in the way of 
your ambition, my boy. But it's very difficult 
to become a television performer and you 
might be letting yourself in for some keen 
disappointment. By the way, what would you 
do on TV?" 



"I'd be a singing star like Frankie Lion and 
Gene Otter." 

Howley's father heaved a sigh. "Well, Son, 
i want you to have your chance to make good. 
I'd ask you to sing something, but I am really 
no judge of music I never got much of a 
musical education myself, though it's true 
that one of youi great uncles became first 
violin in the Philharmonic Symphony Maybe 
you've got talent I wish you luck.' 

"Thanks, Daddy," said Howley. "I was hop- 
ing you'd understand." 

"1 understand A young fellow isn't worth 
his catnip unless he's ambitious. Now I sup 
pose you'll want to be going to the big city 
to try out for some of the big shows I'm 
going to give you some spending money and 
I'm going to buy you a round-trip ticket." 

"Round trip? But I won't need a round- 
trip ticket!" exclaimed Howley. "After 1 make 
good I won't be coming back here. I intend 
to send for you and Mommy and put you up in 
a fine penthouse apartment," 

"Sure, and I hope you do," said Mr. Cat. 
"But there's always the chance you might not 
make good. 1 want you to understand it's no 
disgrace to try and fail. The only disgrace is 
if you don't try at all. So I'll buy you a round- 
trip ticket. If things go wrong, you'll always 
be able to come home, and welcome!" 

Howley Cat went to the big city. He made 
the rounds of the TV companies and sang 
auditions for them all. In «ch case, he was 
told politely, "Thank you, Mr. Cat. We will 
put your name down and if there's an opening 
for your type of work, we'll get in touch. 
Don't call us; we'll call you." 



That wasn't too bad, but one time when 
Howley left an audition studio he failed to 
close the door tight behind him. So he over- 
heard certain remarks: "Did you ever hear 
such caterwauling?" "What makes that pussy 
think he can sing?" "He sounds like a banshee 
with a tummy ache!" 

Howley was mighty discouraged and un- 
happy, of course. "They think I'm terrible and 
maybe they're right," he thought. "Maybe I 
should give all this up, use my return ticket, 
and go into the exterminating business." 

But Howley was not a young fellow who 
would give up easily. He decided that perhaps 
with more practise he'd be able to sing better. 
He didn't want to disturb people, so he de- 
cided to practise at. night after everyone was 
gone to bed. He perched on a fence behind 
a row of apartment houses and, looking dream- 
ily at the full moon, sang some of his favorite 
selections such as "Pretty Kelly Kitty" and 
"I Saw Mommy Kissing the Easter Bunny." 

He started out singing softly, but as his 
enthusiasm grew, his voice became louder. 
Before he was aware of it, he had awakened 
all the sleepers in the apartment houses. They 
began throwing things at him — shoes, flower 
pots, bookends. Poor Howley got hit in the 
head right in the middle of a medley. 

When he awakened he found himself in the 
Kitty Carey Memorial Hospital for Frantic 
Felines. A nurse smiled at him and asked, 
"Well, young fellow, how do you feel?" 

"I've got a headache," said Howley. "Why 
did those people thrOw things at me?" 

"They didn't like your singing," responded 
the nurse, cheerily. 

"Guess I'm a failure," said poor Howley, 



gloomily. "Guess I can't really sing at all. 
A fellow at the TV studio said I sound like 
a banshee. He must've been right." 

"Hey!" exclaimed the nurse. "Do you really 
sound like a banshee?" 

"That's what the man said." 

"Well hold everything!" cried the nurse. 
"I've got to call my boy friend and tell him 
about this!" 

Howley lay on the hospital bed wondering 
why the nurse had got so excited about a 
banshee. Presently she returned and asked, 
"How's your voice, young fellow? Is it still 
in good shape?" 

"I guess so, Why?" asked Howley. 

"My boy friend is coming right over to give 
you an audition," responded the nurse. "He's 
the producer of 'The Miserable Murder' pro- 
gram and they desperately need somebody who 
sounds like a banshee. Their regular banshee 
has laryngitis." 

Howley did it! 

He got on TV! 
'■VIS SINGING sounded so much like a 
banshee that the nurse's boy friend 
signed him up at once and now you can hear him 
every week on "The Miserable Murder" pro- 
gram. Howley's howl is so terrible that it 
makes the blood run cold and because of his 
unusual work, this program now has more 
listeners than Arthur Goatfry, Mihon Bear, 
Jack Bunny and Walter Weasel combined! 

Good as his word, Howley has set up his 
mommy and daddy in a fine penthouse in the 
big city. And he. has- taken over his daddy's, 
business, as well, thus pleasing the elder Cat 
mightily. However, he has changed the name 
of the company slightly. It is now known as 
"The Miserable Singer Exterminating Cor- 
poration!" The End 
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YUP.' THEY'RE ) WOWIB... WAS I EIGHT TO 
ALL YOURS/ /RUM AWAY... OR WAS I RIGHT? 
I'VE BEEW OUT IU THE VIORLD 
ONLV TEW /M1NUTES-- 
~ AND ALREADY I'M 
BEIW SHOWERED 
VJtTH PRESENTS, 
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J HERE WAS THE TIME THAT VERV HOT SUMMER WHEN 
THEIR; SWIMJMIMC? HOUE HAD DRIED- UP... " 



jMr THAT /UCWENT, 
^^ BACK IN 
■ AIOUSEVILLE , . . 
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( HAPPY ilRTHPAV, ATOMIC HOUSE/ 
- ^T^g>^ S " RPt f' SE/ SURPRt^ 
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HEY.' THAT'S THE BIG- IDEA 
OP BOPPING MB OSl the 
MEAD AWHILE ITU 
SLEEPING S' 




/ ...IF X KEEP DREAAAIMG- 
:'/ ABOUT ATOMIC MOUSE z 
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100 TOY SOLD 

MADE OF DURABLE PLASTIC, EACH ON ITS OWN BASE, MEASURING UP TO 4Vi"! 




'sat*** >» 

EACH FOOTLOCKER CONTAINS: 

4 Tanks 8 Machinegunrters 4 Bombers 

4 Jeeps 8 Sharpshooters 4 Trucks 

4 Battleships 4 Infantrymen 8 Jet Planes 

4 Cruisers 8 Officers 8 Cannon 

4 Sailors 8 Waves 4 Bozookamen 

4 Riflemen 8 Woes 4 Marksmen 



JOSELY CO., Depr:?CH6 

1 472 Broadway 

New York 36, N. Y. NO Ej 

HERE'S MY $1.25! C.O.O's i 

Rush the TOY SOLDIERS TO ME! 

Name \ 



City State 

Canada and (aiiign orders surf SI. SO pojial money erdtr. 



IWMW.WllilMltilm GIVE YOU I 

"PREMIUMS!" 



EXTRA! EXTRA! 




WILSON CHEMKAl CO., Dept. 126 




TOM CAT, THAT *AS THE ) THAklKS 

«Q5TAMftZING EXHIBITION / PAL 
OF FENCING- X'VE 
EVEB SEEN; 




